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THE DOCTOR AT MAUD'S

A Story of the Kentucky Mountains.

BY £VA WILDER M'GLASSON

AUTHOR OF “'A HUMBLE STORY,” “THE BARRED |

GATE."”

A day of drizzliog raio had end od in an early
svening, whose rushing wind sod utter dark-
pess made it sppsar as if very late at night

The black sky, ribbed with bant, livid streaks,
erouched over the earth so closely it almost
seemed that the blasts, sbrieking through the
stark trees, were ber pitecus criss for relief.
At times thers was quiet; thea, far off rose »
Bollow sound, faint but growiog till it swelled
into a roar that swept through the one-streeted
village with & rush as of mighty waters.

- As it wore along in one of these crescent gales
gmong the small houses around which it flung a
terrific arm, was one whose front door had been

bolding slightly ajar; when the gust eame on

“this door was slammed sbarply from wishin,

and a woman who had been peering into the
riotous night turned back to the open fire-place

with a shiver of satisfaction.
She stood backward to the mass of lighs, her

bands clasped over her head in a way to reveal
she youthful lines of her form; she was amply

molded, with the serene, impassable beauty
the old Greeks embodied in their marbles; a
biype not likely 1o be the quarry of complex
smotions, but full of humaa ioterest, simple
and natural. Against the shadowy wall beyond
Ber face gave its profile in softly drooping lines;
the smali koot of ber light bair that drew the
straight locks flaily from her temples, had a fie-
sitions golden shiummer from the varying fames

As she cireled about to bring hersell in more
eordial speakiog range of an elderly woman
ksitting 1o s rocking chair on the hearth there
was a slowness iz bDer movement hinting as

d tehing, when she spoke, the
wﬂo;. ::u ;.-ufuj Lones of her voice.

*“Yeo "lowed thet red morain’ we hed yvestiddy
ud briog raiv, didn’t ye, mawi” she ssked.
Mre.

j kin bent ber head sideways in a mo-
tion implying the unimpeachable verity of her
weather pro

“Homph! I reckom I've' lived in K'ntucky

Jong 'cough ter know whut a red mornin’ means

~light the lamp sgin yer paw comes, M'isey—

an’ anyways I knowed 'twuz time fer the moon
ter change, an’—what do ye waoter wasle them
matches fer thet a way when thar’s lighters
#'ready rolled in the chany mue, yo triflin'
gyurl yol”
Molissa laughed s little. It was not the low
of sound refinement gives to mirth, but
her whole face shared 1 i3, the gray eyes oar-
rowing to & bright thread between thick lashes
that caught the infectious gayety and flustered
in barmony with it
“It's done lit now,” she smiled, walking across
the room, in her hand the lighted mateh, a tiny
bsnner stave whose red pesnaont trailed into
smoke as if it waved above some mimie battie

The unshaded lamp stood on a kitchen table_
upon which it east a halo that showed forth the
gpeometrical design of the yellow oil-cloth cover.
Simiiar yeliowish tones hovered omn the lighter
parts of the bare floor, whose boards, seemingly
arranged to suit the exigencies of their various
shapes and sizes, were worn into trouchs, out
of which here and there a dark knot raised its
deflant knuckle. A sewing-machine of ponder-
ous, old-time make stood impressively before
the single froot window, a blue-jean garment in
ts steel jaws; onit wers a pair of massive shears,
and some 1ron-bound spectacles.

The extremeend of the room had distinetly
undomestic characteristics. There wereshsives
full of bottles, and & long narrow table bolding
& pair of scales and a mortar and pestle. Swung
from & corner of this ecounter by a thoog of
Jeatner were some opossam and raccoon skins, a
gheuon of silvery pelts, from their sumber

ting at a local means of requital for medical
services; this corner was clearly a doctor’s of-
fice sot down in the liviog-room. “Huh-b-h!
thet wind do sound cold,” shuddersad Mra. Ran-
kin, bitehing her chair nearer the fire by throw-
fog ber weight from one side to the other with
o forward lunge. ‘'l wish yer paw’d be gettin’
fn Mlissy: be hevo's looked well o’ late; whar at
did he go, anyhow?”

*Ole lady Hines took curyus this evenin’ an’
"bout 4 o'cluek Jake kem fer paw togo oat thar,”
snswered Melissa dreamily regarding her finger
mails. *‘He never waited fer paw ter hiteh— jes’
piled bim inter the light waeon he bed druv in,
and pus out like a white-head.”

Mrs. Rackin groaned. *‘Six mile thet is: I

ge the ole lady mus’ be po'rtul low, but I

ou the (ace o' the yearth ter hev yer paw

%end them fur country calls; it makea me right

pick ter think o' bLim traipsin’ mud roads o

nights like this'a. Yer paw hez knowed whut it

wuz ter be right smart youngern he is mow,
Mhissy.”

There was a little pause, during which Mrs.
Raokic warmed her feet in their heavy shoes,
whose front lacing showed lavish widths of pur-
ple stocking behind a eoy durance of shoe-

staln

ﬁ.f'uu looked at har furtively. She was of
reddish-brown complexion, a color deepened in
her eves and repested in a faded tone in the
thin bair descending over her ears; she was
shrewd looking and comely, though her mouth
plways beld alightly open, disclosing four
sbarply notened teeth.

“A course,” began the girl with wary besita-
tion, “taint like he hed ter go—I mean ‘'taint
Jike thar wuzn' no'o else ter go ef be couldn’s.”

Mre. Rankin turned slowly toward her daugh-
ter,
*Be you-'n's hinting at Buckuer Graves!” she
asked with solemn emphasis.

l:LLuwl. maw!” murmured Melissa in feebls de-
n

*1 take it thet-a-way, M'lissy Mary Rankin,
an’'l gin ye one piece o' advice, 'n’ ye can take it
er leave it; don's ye ever pass no sech remark
pigh yer father. Ye'v hed it mighty soft, becuz
©' them three moun's in ole Duck crick burrow-
fo’ groun’ whar yer sister 'n’ brothers are mou-
Jorin’; but I tell yo, Miss Shick, thongh yer ihe
onies’ one we hev, doa’t yo call no Graveses
pame afore yer paw.”

*“] do' know whut paw hez agin Buckner
Graves,” ventared Melissa, ""an’ sunyways 1 hev
po eall ter take up fer a man Iaint so awful
well erquainted with nohow.” She tossed her
bead proudly.

. t's all right” returned her mother in
fones implying further knowledge of the subject,
pot to be revealed. **Tain't ‘cuz thes young man
i» a doetor, 'n  hez settled nigh ter Maud’s Sta-
tion thet yer paw hes no use fer him; yer paw is
mo sech pleayune critfer ez thet, MMissy. His
bard feelin's goea a mighty sight farer back 'm
m Ins’ two year; its more like Swenty year, I

ye

Melissa bad taken up some kuitting, and the
sjiver gitmmer of the slim needles made a flick-
ering twiligh® on her hands: her gown of faded
brown giogham had certain metbetio suggestions
§o its sbory, full waist made in a fashion koown
at Mands as “Gerrybawldy.” The straight
sikrs hang elose around her in slender folds,
whose cirrus-like shadows held no dark tones,
bot were misted in a soft grayness like those of
marbie drapery done in low relief. She touched
her pether lips with the glintiog pointof a
peedla :

*Yo mean that paw's set agin Buekoer Graves
on ercount of ole Hir'mn Graves, bhis gran’-vap;

one knows him 'n’ paw wuz everlastin’

' at each other, but seein! the ole man

Bes been dead ever since I knowed anything, 1

shud reckon paw'd wanter quit visitin’ the sins o’

the fathers upon the children like he wus Gawd-
mighty hisse'f.”

“Ye don't conceit what yer father hed ter put
up with from ole Graves, yo unatcheral critier

" gaid her mother sternly. “He wuz one o'

meanes’ men ou the face o’ yearth for all he
owned ez fine a track o' biue grass ez ever a
eraw flew over; no love er money cud hire him
%er bave a doctor come migh him thoueh
be wusz a sickly critter 'a’ alwaz a gruntic’.| He
gracnied his se'f op with them medicines thet
eoms a'ready mixed with d'rections pasted onter
‘em, an’ he'd gin’ away ter any pusson thet nud
eome ‘0’ a3t fer 'm jes’ ter spite yer paw an’ do
him out o' trade. 1 vever right'y konowed whut
Waa at the rele bottom o' thar misfeelin'—
paw alwnz michty close on the subjeck-—bdut
the likely shoats we lost through thet ole var-
miot’s curin’ folks free fer naught wuz 'nough
for me—when be dled [ jos’ says, well—is thet &
wagon eomin’, Mlissy! I jes'says right out—
§ts & stoppin’ain’t 1t, Mlissy! Open the door so
POW oan see tor Tight”

Wheo the doctor came in, al’' that eould be
soen of the actoal mans was & strip of face be-
fween the nearing edges of & knit sear! and a

eap; from this shone o patr of very
iment biue eves. “'Fixin' ter freeze.
E‘-nc deeply, as hl-h;uh th.‘t. :.l. hintuuy
L. revealing & man of short bu
Emv hatr «<rew io a beautiful em
peck that, seen from a square rear
view, scemed a continunstion of the head itself,
'll!‘ ss wide and quite as hard looking.

“I reckon I'm ageiog Sary; 1 begin ter feel the
oold lately, —huh! no, don't set nothin’ ous fer
me, da'ter; I've et.” As he spoke he sat down
o a forward ﬂc;m:iu nmu;h, ?.:hto bis '“ﬁ'
qQuery regardiag the patient just presently
peplied in one word: “Dyin’,” said be.

“Nams o sonse!” oxcla‘med hin wife; *““a' yit
Rer folks wuz lookin’ far's, I reckon! 3..'. beon
| since she hed that stroke.”

thoughtfully.
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me; P'm not sn much behind her in years, an’
feelin’ez whea I wus
chest proudiy. ‘““Nare
get thar work in on me for some
1 warrani ye.”
g. bard upon this assertion, it be-
doctor, finding himeelf unabie to
out of bed, was much surprised. This feel-
and patural stages, changed to one

- of apprebension as days, passing on, Jeft him

and worse. In his own medicines bhe had
listle faith, realizing weil that he comprehended
only waguely the nature of his disorder.
loﬁu.’l trembling mention of Dr. Graves, dis-
cha from the storm-cloud of her fathers
a lightowng barst of fierce interdietion
It was at ber peril if she dared to fitch ary ose
o' thet goldurned ferrit trive nigh the doctor.
two weeks be bad been bed-fast, whean
ternoon as it grew toward twilight it hap-
that the doctor fell into a strangely seri-
mood, his mind in some sort hypootized as
gazed long and fixedly at the bright flaming
the fire, for the bed had been drawn
to the liviog room from the jutting closet that
served its usual place. Preseatly, by some oc-
cult means, none the less distinet of effect bde-
cause m rious of working, he secemed %o
know that bis life was siipping out of its rugeed
hold. The im camse to him uoattended
by excitement of feeling, it seemed fearless and
patural.

His wife was moving about in tha bustle of
pervous unrest into which some women are
thrown by the sicknesz of others; the doetor’s

fell on her with new ipteresia “‘I'm a
gointer die, [ reckon,” he mused with the calm-
ness of one to whom death’s face has been long
familiar, “an’ I bev ter tell her; o' times
I hev put it off, but I won’t get the chanze ter
put it off no more. He called her softly. Under
the strangs power of sickness to waken dor-
mant affection, and incuee visible sign of it in
natures long undemoopstrative, he felt like
adding a fond epithet to her name.

She eame to him, wiping her hands on her
dark apron, common place, stolid and eiderly,
but seeming to bim very like the youtieg woman
be had married, different from other Kentucky
giris he knew, browner, mors alert.

“Sary, I aiot & wantin’ to skeer ye—but ev'y
one bes ter die sometime—heh Sary?”

“Why paw! —why—"

“Thar now, thar-r-r now, I'm only passin’ the
remark thet folks all hev to go sooner er later,
an’—its jes’ ez well ter hev a el'ar mind in ecase
yo wuz ter get a call when ye wusn’ lookin' fer's
~hum{’

“A course,” admitted his wife apprehensively,
“but your mind’s open 'n’ above board, paw, ef
ever aoy one's wuz; I douo't reekon thar's amany
more fitten ter go then youn'ns—when yer time
comes.”

“Well, I do' know; I aint whut ye'v thought
me, Sary.”

unuh-

“No; ['ve hed ye feor risin’ thutty year, but—
ob-ah! I knoowed it'd be hard ter tell, but—"
He surved as if to hide his face; at the left side
of his neck there was a pitecus fluttering as of
some caged thing warriog at its bars Mm
Rankin gasped with fright and the doctor took
her hands firmly in his own.

“I'm kam now, Sary; set down hvere whilse I
tell ye somethin—erbout myse’t. Ye mind that
I clarked in & store as Maysvulle fer a apell,
afore | knowed yel yes; well 'twuz thar 1 firs’
leaned a limber ear ter the devil thetis a prong-
in'me right now. "Twuz a store whar they
kep’ bams n' balsams n’ settlers powders o’ liny
men's o’ all the list o' them paten’ medicines ye
have heard me cusss tell the air wor blue ez
Ballynoes. I got ter knowin’ whut all they wor

fer, o’ like oz not, when a pusson wuz'n
feelin’ up ter the notch, he'd come ter me an’
spin off his yailmen’s an’ get me ter judge whut
bis setedbm wuz a hawnin’ fer.

*“D'reckly I got ter thinkin' I knowed it all
Thinkséz I ter myse’f, ye stavin’ fool, whut are
ye triflin yer time away hyer fer! Carnt ye
sense it that the 'mighty hev gin ye more head
'n’ He have yeor feilers! Pick up 'n’ get out er
hyere; thar are slews o' places whar they bev no
doctors. Whut you wanter do is to put out 'n’
find eech a place 'n’ streng up yer sign 'n’ set up
fer a phyesician. Whose goin’ ter hustle eroun’
ter diskiver whar at ye wuz ehurned out!

“Them wuz my studyin's, Sary, an' on the
stren'th of ‘em 1 took ter hangin’' roun’ ole
Doctor Blanmire an’ a peskerin’ the livin’ day
lights cut'n him a-astin’ bim whut-aill he done
fer Lbis, thet'n the other, till one day he churned
bis eyes onter me right quick—he wuz a lettle
low man thet ‘peared all head till ye see his
eyes' n’ now he 'peared all eyes—'n’ s'e ‘whut ye
drivin’ at, young manl—spit it out—aepit it out;
life's too durn ver thunder short ter beat eroun’
this-a-way.’

‘““He wuz a po'rful band ter swar; mighty nigh
e'vy word bhe loosed wor a yoath; he'd cuss a
patient till they woz skesred inter fits, thet
man would, bust he wuz the fines’ doctor 10 the
State—an’ when he fixed them greeny pop-eyes
o’ his’n onter ye, ye couldn't keep nothin' from
him ter hev saven yerae'f from peteb-forks ’n’
demnation. He hed my scheme outn me ‘fore I
knowed whar I wus at; took it mghty
euryus t00;—never s word sgin it
on'y larfed a lettle tar bisse'f, 'n’ s'he 'Go
on—go on! ye shell hev my backin’, young fel-
ler.’ He !owed thet jedgin' from the number o
young faller-head mediculs thet wuz bein’
churned loose onter the community, folks ud hev
ter charnee it for thar lives any ways, an’ I
might ez well be gettin’ my band in ez the rest.
He said thet hbuman nature woz the stuff ter
practice om, 'n’' thet the prover study o' man-
kind wuz man; dead corpses ud do at a pinch,
but he said he'd take a live man ev'y time.

“Well-awe-well! arter he promised ter stake
me like, I went in soul 'n’ body. Maud's wuz,
the plase I struck arter prospectin’ some; I liked
the town well, an'—you lived clost by. I got
erlong, from fa'r ter middin"; calermel an’
quinins wor my stand-bys—yer alwuz safe ter
plug any leak in a K'tuckyasn's health with
quinine—foiks ’'peared ter set considerbui by
me—all 'cep’ ole Hi Graves: ab-h-h he wuz a
slick ole rat! he suspicioned thet thar
wuz & screw loose in me somewhars, but
he never eund place it. I wuz his mateh 'n’ he
never got eriead o’ me, but he gio me heaps o
trouble; he knowed Doctor Blanmire an’ though
1 wuz right svure the ole doctor wouldn't vever
sgin me away when be wuz right-headed, I al-
wuz bhed a feelin’ thet he might a let somethin’
slip when be wuz in liquor,—he wuz a bard
drinkjo, 'n’ I've see him loaded ter the gyuards
many the time.

“When cholery times kem—wuz n't thet about
'59, ? I nearly los my mind them times!
They died on me so fas’ I cud bar'ly keep tab on
'em—twuz jes'a groan 'na flap 'n thar lay a
hulk o’ nothin’ afore ye, with starin’ eyes a-glar-
in’ up at ye with a look in 'em like I've often
thought His'n ull bev when I staz’ afore His

jo_t}iomu.'

e dootor’s voice broke with weary buski-
ness:; his wile laid her bhand on his glisteniog
forebhead. She was far from understanding his
state of mind; since he was sick, donbtless a
feverish discomfort of body had induced this
confession. She crooned out some soothing
words as to a fretting cbild. ‘“Thar, thar; ye
never went ter hurt no'n, paw; thar's no'n night
ter Maud's thet don’t b'lieve the ole doctor hes
forgot more'n these new school electrics 'n’
homyparfs 'll ever know. Mighty few doctors
didn't lose chol'ry patients, I recken; don't you
Worry no mere—'tain’s wath w'ile.”

The doctor's head turned restleasly on the
bigh pillow; on top of his bead his bhair shone
like thin silver foil spread closely on a skul;
when his lips parted, the inside of bis mouth
looked raw and red. The large flat fingers of
oné band crimped the sheet's edge as if seexing
to work off into some other substance their own
gorest. *“'Ye don't ‘pear ter senmse what I
hev tole ye,” with no irritation in his voice; ‘‘er
mebby I hevn't tole ye thet them thar paten’
medicines 1 hov ranted erbout an’ 'lowed wor all
drawed from the same kittle an"brewed by the
devil fer the destruckshun o’ the onwary an’the
grabbin’' o' the fool's pence, are whut I hev use s
myse'f—put 'em ioter other botties an’ mads Jus
like they wuz my own contrapshun.”

Mrs. kin was stirriog some mixture in a
tin enp; occasionally she tasted it from the end
of a spoon; it was brotb, aod she was more in-
tent upon it, as & means of physical ecomfort,
thaz u deiviog into her surprised and shaken
mind for spiritual consolation. Though startled
ss her husband's last admission, she bad not
yot been touched by any sense of personal
injury, The wrong thas bad been worked
seomed abstract acd indefinite. Who bad suf-
fered! Not sbe, whose boast had been ever
that “ber man made ber a good livin' " mani-
festly there was no reason why sheshould resent
the methods be had ceed to ber support. Being
practioally given, she dismissed ali thought not
relative to the present, and bhold forth a
spoouful of the liguor on whose su lttle
otly circles were edging each other, besought the
doetor to taste it

He waved it off with a gesture that took half
its despairing pathos from the boae of & fore
arm revealed by it. ‘‘Sary, them three chillern
down ter ole Duck-erick burrowin’ groun'—ye
mind them chiliera, Sary!”

“Dona's ye go ter studyin’ on 'em,” shuddered
his wife, thinking that those abous to die are
wont to recall their dead.

1 ain"t a gointer mentioe ‘em seprully—only
Livy—she wuz the firs', Sary: d'ye miod how
long she looked fer three year, when she wuz
laid out! M'issy favors ber some, heh Sary?™ °

**Well I don’ know, paw,” replied his wife, un-
able to k”ﬁ herself from proud motherly recol-
lections; “Livya bed a dimple, but now agin
M'lssy wuz fa'rer-complected fer all wuz sech a
spindiin’ bald-headed baby ez uster make me
eshamed ter show her.”

Whea the Doctor spoke again bis voice was
lower. “Hav't it strgck ye sence I hev been a
talkin’ thet them three chillers might a been
livin' yit of [ hed raly ksowed how to doctor ‘em,
‘o' beda's sorter 'sperimectied with 'em a trvin’

“ter cure ‘em whea they got baby yaiimen's thet
dumb-founded mel”

a_;.;gumm the front win-
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stave from its iron throat; is

was as if these inanimate things felt a sudden

ipeongruous mirth at the nearness of human

pasin. Just sow the door opened asnd Melisea

came in; meeting ber mother's gaze her own

:nuauhtﬂn fear of it “Is paw worsel”
breathed

For snswer Mrs. Raukin passed into the
smalier rocm and shut the door behind ber,

Darkness ecame down and waned again through
the lessening hours of morning. Thoueh close
on 7 o'clock, the earth still bung in twilight, a
dim sphere clouded in unecertain mists of 1.8 own
vague, far-reaching tree tops. Chimuneys of
neighboring houses began to waken with long
yawns of southwestward pluming smoke
Lights stirred in some windows
with the unforceful red of flame under
merace of & comiog sun. The sky looming ju-
finitely bhigh, of the pale violet hue that seems
the uatural color of air, had no floating fleck o
catch the eye and give reality. Preseuntly. after
the violet had changed to gray, the shoru winter
trees shook off their obscurity, and lifted sboek,
bristiing morning beads against the clear palior.
Now at first could be seen that slight snow hung
flutteriog on the air, save for the powder on the
ground, seeming uever to fall.

Day was come, but her feet sandaled in gray
had mounted the East unseen. when Melissa
lifted the latch of the bedroom door acd went

in to the lonely woman sitting silent and un-
heeding at the small window,

“Come on out, maw,” sald Melissa, bessech- .

ingly.

g'lyllull never t eyo on yer father’s face
agin,” angwered the mother.

Melissa kuoelt at her side. *‘Maw, he tole me
nbon: it; he never meunt fer hurt them ohillern,
maw.

“*He done it, jes’' the same, M'lissy.”

*“Awe, 0o, he never, maw! Look at me. Dida't
paw fshiy keep life up in me when [ wuz teeth-
in’, an’ thet thin ye cud hyear my bones
scrouch ef ye teched mel”

#“We never looked fer ye tar live, Mlissy, but
1 reckon the Lord didn't want ter take my las’
hope erway, so He lef’ ye ter comfert me.”

“He'd a took me of He'd & wanted me,” said
Melissa, with fatalistic brevity, ‘‘comfert er nc
comfert. Paw done the best fer me bhe knowed
how, an’ he done the same fer them babies thet
wont aflore me; yo'r mighty onreasounin’, maw,
ter get outdone this-a-way becuz paw wuz never
reg’lar'y trained ter be a doctor.

“Who trained the firs’ doctor that ever was?—
who gave bim his paperst! He bad a knack o’
healin’ suff 'rin’, I reckon, an’' o' ministerin’ ter
them oz wor yailin', an’ ef he ever hed any
soechal larnin’ it must & been Gawd-a-mighty ez
teachen bim.”

*They might a been livin yet,” murmured the
old woman.

“Not of they wuz wanted up yander,” said
Melissa.

“Awe mammy, mammy'—ef so it wuz thatl
loved a mao 'nough to marry him, thar's nothin,
gn topo this green yearth cud turnm me agin

im.

She bent her face downward. Her mother
lifted it by the small, smooth ¢chin and looked
at the soft color unevenly diffusing it. The gray
eyes held firm under that penetrating gaze, the
newpness in them was not the shy econseiousness
of a girl's easily disturbed heart, but the some-
thing deep acd calm that tells of womanhood
reached.

As Mrs. Rankin looked, her own youth flung
itse!f before her. He who had taught her such
gladness as now streamed upon her from their
child's face, lay on a bed of sickness hard by, old
and broken on the wheel of his own mistakes.
A rush of tenderness swept over her with such
nrcngth as seemed to force her to her feet, and
hola her rooted thers overcome with a curious
diffidence.

She turned from Melissa and absently flipped
a wisp ot thread from the sleeve of he: coarge,
blue gown: “Ef1 hed anything tes speak ter
yer paw—af ] wuz ter go in thar now, he'd listen
at me, woulda't he, M'liesy’™ Then a sudden
fear strained her eyes downward. ‘*“‘Awe
M’'lissy!—did ye leave bim alone becuz he
wouldn'—never need yeo nc morel”

Melisea laid a strong arm around the suddenly
weak and shrinking form.

“Law no, mammy—he's not alons; Buckner is
with him; an' jes thiok, maw! he jedges thet paw
ain’t near so low ez he conceited hiss'f; aic't shet
good! An’ Buckner says—" :

But her mother was sobbing hoarsely on her
shoulder.

e

THE FASHIONS,

Amber reappears, and is cat in all manner of
shape.

Paris milliners perfume their most expensive
French flowers and flower-bonnets.

Old-fashioned lace mitts reavpear for wear
with empire gowas, aod are differentiated oaly
by jet embroidery of the backs.

The latest Liondon fad is to wear about the
neck a lace scarf so long that the ends barely
miss being trodden on when the wearer walks,

The bride wto ean afford it has a lace matinee
made op in Valenciennes or marquise over a
white silk slip, with the addition of vewildering
bows.

Good form now requires loose gloves for
women as well as men; by consequenge, fash-
ionable ladies have gone up at least two sizes in
their spring purchases.

The popular combloation dresses promise to
be those of fine camels’ hair or silk-warp Heon-
rietta cloth draped over moire or corded silk
ekirts, as they are imporied in great variety.

Dress-ofakers who are not beyond considera-
tion of expense are trying the effect of spencer
frille below the belt in place of the basque,
which will in some measure lessen the need for
that costly accessory the sash.

Nun’s veiling, with selvage from one to three
inches wide, is the best stuff for a suommer
mourning street suit, while for evening wear
large meshed Brussels net in many layers,
vit.h' folds and side pleating, is the correct
wear,

For graduating gowns, sweet simplicity is the
thing: and a favorite style is white veliing or
China silk, made up juto full plain round skirt
and round waist, butioned behind and swopping
just below the arms, above which is worn a
guimpe of lace or muslin, tucked or puffed, and
with leg-of-mutton sleeves 1nnocent of ail lin-
ing.

In place of the veteran basque, French gowuns
oow show waists pointed back aud frons, very
much after the fashion of thirty years ago; with
tbe difference, however, of a sash or girdle
which is fastened low in front; thea follows the
outline of the waist to the point, where it falls
in big loops and ends over the straight, shirved
or box-pleated skirs.

Very many of the new bodises are trimmed
down the back to match the veat frons, a style
likad by those who find the severe, unadorned
tailor fashion too trying. Upon one of these,
the fronts ave skilifully curved at their closing
edges, and on each side extra-deep darts, and a
finely tapered bias under-arm gore complete the
perfect adjustment. The back portion, which
is to be trimmed is cut in a single piece which
tapers off to a decided point. side seams,
instead of curviog 1nto the back portion of the
arm size, are once again earried to the shoulder
seams, giving length of appearance and added
grace 1o the waist.

e
London Baturdsy Review.

As to the erypt , every one who bhas al)
lowed bimseif to be amused by Mr. Doanelly's
mathematical vagaraies bas aiready bhad the
priocipies on which the cipher 18 worked ex-
plained in the pages of this Review and else-
where Those persons who bave short meme-
ries, howaver, may be confidently referred 1o the
Afih fis of Mr. Lewis Carroll's *“Hunting of the
Suark,” where ths butcher—no doubt uncon-
sciously—describes the chief features of Mr.
Douftelly’s system to the Beaver, with supreme
felicity:

Taking three as the subject to reason about—

A convenieat number to state—

We add seven and ten and then multiply ous
By one thousand diminished by eight.

result we proceed | divido.‘
T‘ﬂrmsrmm:w‘:ﬁwﬁ'"'
Then subtract seventees answer must
Bn:".lyud perfectly trus. o

A Gians Orauge
Atlanta Constitution. i
A. J. Gill, residing near Dada City, Fla, is
the owner of an orange tree. ‘thres years
old, which is two and fest In
d:iameter aod thirty-five feet high. This tree
m{wduu.mmi- & single season,
and it is

velieved if mishap intervenes th
ot'm dl‘m:" i'ulnmg:
mh a group 0 pﬁ

, | Written for the Sunday Journs!,

The Littie Bay That Died.-
on this naii, his coat beside it,

turn
Still the littie feet pattering there.
See the dusty, pale prints of the shadowy hands
On the w whmt.huno-?mm
Hearken close to the tinkle of voices that
Through the door that is never ajar.

Hear, O hear them, and answer entreatingly low,
With the air of the old lullaby

Grupil?gupfmmthohmh, taro’ the weak trembling

ps

That can frame but the notes of a sigh.

Wast outside in the stillness and dust of the hall,
Near the room where the lost children are;

But they never will come, and the key will not turn
In the door that is never ajar.

Reach your arms for the that is never more yours,
Cry aloud at their poorjzpw pain,

And see dim. thro’ your tears, the outlines of & room
ﬂm will never be opened again;
the the moss and the blossoms that twine over it,
Lying closed 'veath the smile of a star,
With a mother-love keeping its lone watch thro' years,
O'er the door that ia never ajar.
=Oilla Perkins Toph.
::-—,—_
Recompense.
Straigat through my heart this fact to-day
By truth’'s own hand is driven,
naver takes one thing away,

But something else is given.

I did not know in earlier years
B'ﬂm l:w ouon and kindness;
ut without tarough bitter tears
I mourned e lindness.

in sorrow's b

And ever following sach regret
For some d.wm treasure,

My sad repining heart was met
With unexpected

I thought it only ha ed so—
But time this truth has taught me;
No least thing from my life can go,
But something else is brought me.

It is the law com
: And now with
n

ote, sublime,
) th unshaken,
patience I but bide my time,
hen ary joy is taken.

No matter if the crushing blow
May for the moment down me:
Still of it waits love, I know,
With some new gift to crown me.
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox, in The Independent.
——
Ough!
%
The plough boy whistled behind his plough,
For his lungs were sound and he had no cough;
He guided his team with a pliant bough,
And watered it well at the wayside trough.

mn.
The toil was hard, for the land was rough—
It lay on the shores of the Irish longh—

But his well-fed team was stout and tough,
And he plied his bough to flank and hough.

L.

He toiled all dsz and the erow and chough,

Flew around his head, though he oft’ eried shough.
But bis plough at eve struck a hidden sough

With a force that sent the share clear through.

Iv.
The frightened team ran off with the plough,

With speed of wind from the plough boy, though,
He shouted, whoa! And into a nrou:g

It plunged where the mud was soft as dough.
for the wreck was thorough—

The
Hsﬂmtb:i;ht rom the farm to the borough.

~—George Russell Jackson in Boston Courier,
. —ctg—

Alone,

™ Since she went tlajomo--l

e evening shadows linger longer here

The winter days ﬁulonmhoithonu:.

And even summer winds arve chill and drear
Since she went home.

b4

Sinee she went home--
The robin's nest bas touched a minor strain,
The old glad breathe but a sad refrain,
And laughter sobs with hidden, bitter pain
Sinoce she went home.

H %‘il.l“h.h '.t:'t ; blessed,
ow still the empty rooms ber presence
Untouched the plpllowl that ber dear head pressed;
My lonely heart hath nowhere for its rest

Sinece ske went homae.

. loshoi. nh.dmthl:on&- A %
e > ays have crept away like years,
The w.:ﬁchﬁu been dimmed with doubts and fears,
And the dark nights have rained in lonely tears
Since she went home.
—Robert J. Burdette,

——n
An JXrish Wild-Flewer.

Sho felt, I think, but as & wild-flower can,
Thr::fdl: her bright, fluttering rags, the dark, the

Some furthest star, rememberiag what man
Forgets, bad warnmied her little head with gold.

Above her, hollow-eyed, lonf blind to tears,
Leaf-cloaked, a skeléton of stone arose. * *
Oh, castle-shadow of & thousand &'m'
Where you have fallen, is this the thing that grows?
—Sarah M. B, Piatt,
e
Memory.
My mind lets go a thousand th L
Like dates of wars and deaths of kings,
And yet recalls the very hour—
'"Tvras noon by yonder village tower,
And on the last bipe-noon in May—
The wind came briskly up this .
Crisping the brook beside the 5
Then, pausing here, set down its load
of pine-scents, and shook listlessly
Two petals from that wild rose tree.
T. B. Aldrich, 1o the Century.
 —
"Tis the old, old story; one man will read
His lesson of toil in the sky,
While ancther is blind to the present need,
But sees with the spirit's eye.
You may grind their souls in the self-same m¥l,
You may bind them, heart and brow;
Bat the will follow the rainbow still,
And his brotber will follow the plow.
—John Boyle O'Reilly.
—i—
Mother, I see you with your n t.
g L T ST e et

rest.
O s ook Bashck, s e wgh
—Helen Hunt.
e

A Tooth Worth a Millilon Rupees.
Carter Harrison's Ceylon Letter.

A charming road of seventy-four miles carries
the traveler to Kandy, the ancieat Singalese
capital of the eountry. This is a pieturesque
place, with some beauntiful views, a residensce of
the Governor and a Buddhist temple, where, in
a wonderfully rich sbrine, one of Guatama's
teeth is kept This is one of the treasures of
the “Light of Asia " for which, it is sad, the
King of Siam offered a millioa not long since, dut
in vain. The priests bhaviag it in their care are
said to beamong the mostintelligent and iearned
of the Esstern craft, and wueh Bud-
dhist lore of great antiquity and valun One of
the attendaats informed me with much pride
that Edwin Aroold worshiped at thp shrine
when last in Ceylon. I casnot say that Edwin
is » Buddbiss, but bis writings sbow him quite
as deeply imbued with reverence for Guatama
One eapaot talk with the iptelligent peopie &t

not gen
this t::ph withoat being impressed with the
fact that their creed rests with them upon en-
lightened faith, and not upen blind superstition.
The priests, too, wear an expression of ecalm
dignity usterly at variance with Digotry or fa-
naticism.

iR
Peep at a Fuller Girl,

Philadelphia Times Atlantic City Correspondsnge.

i
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T
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READING FOR THE SABBATH.
Sunday-tSchool Lesson for May 37, 1887,

Prrea's Dexiac—Matt, xxvi, 67-75.

Golden Toxp--Wherefore let him that thinketh be
standeth, take heed lest he fall-I Oor. x, 13. .

h“m ﬂﬂ. “’u--v--.ov.-..o.-m.'m
~Luke xxii, 31-63 .Poter warned
m"ﬂ 1’-2‘.--«---......-“ m
Thur.--Matt. n'i,lﬁm - Before the Couneil
M‘Jm m 1. 9—-------..---...’*" m
Sat. -2 Cor. vii, 141 sorrow
h""l&'- x, 1"" -------- o-tm “

After the Savior'’s agony in Gethsemane, He
wens forth to meet the greas muititude who
came from the chief priests and efders to ar-
resthim. Judas guides them t0’the garden and
indieates and betrays the Lord with a kiss. The
disciples were all frightened, and “foresock Him
aod fled” (xxvi, 56). 1t seems probable that they
fled ip different directions, and that Peter and
John, finding that shey were not .pursued,
turned back and followed the multitade to the
house of the high priess (John xviii, 15), whom
John knew. Abboutt thinks that the New Test-
ament records three, possibly four, distines
judicial or quasi-judicial examivations of Jesus.
it is dificult to bharmonize all the statements,
but, as Alford says, if we had all the facts har-
mory would be easy.

The order of the events was probably as fol-

lows: First, Jesus was taken to the house of

Apnas, who was the head of the priestly oppo-
sition. Secondly, He was taken to the house of
Caiaphas, where he was examined It was here
thas Peter denied the Lord. Thirdly, the great
eouneil of the Sanhedrim had been assembled by
daylight, and there the formal trial be gan.
This counecil was made up of seventy-one of the
leading men of the church, the high priest be-
ing the presiding officer. The methods of pro-
cedure were carefully laid down in the books,

“but they set aside nearly all of them in this case,

and at last condemned Him on* his own testi-

mony, sentencing him to death on the charge of
blasphemy, because He declared himself the

Son of God.
NOTES.

1L The insults of enemies are easier to bear
than the treachery of frivnds

2. Christ's prayers in (Getheemane, his cour-
age and calmness in the scenes which followed.

3 Peter's self-confidence before, and comnse-
quent weaknees in the hour of temptation.
ﬁo‘ Prayer gives strength for, and in, tempta-

o.

5. Peter first follows at a distance, then de-
nies, afterward denmies with an oath, and lastiy
with cursing and swearing.

6. The seeming trifie may becomse a stum-
bling-blook, and the crowing of a cock a means
of grace.

7. Peter sins through fear, or what those
about him will think.

8. Be kind to the erring and the fallen. Even
Peter fell. d

9. He wept bitterly, not because he was
foundgput in his sin, byt because he was sincere-
ly sorry that he had fallen into sin.

PEART TRUTHS.

1. *Boast Not of To-morrow”—Be ecareful
what you promise. Deeds are better than words.
“*Brag is a dog, but Holdfast is better.”
Make good your words; but be cautlous in giv-
ing bond.

2. “Lie Not One to Apother"—Be truthful
sbove all things. Life is not worth saving by a
lie. Honor is better than safety. Walk the
path of uprightuess. Make the coin of speech

pure gold. ‘

3. “Thou Shalt No$ Swear™—Profanity is a
needless, base, costly vice. It adds no force to
speech; it demeans him who uses it; it ebhal-
lenges divine wrath. Better too few than too

many words

e
Chaorch and State.
Dr. Philip Bchaff.

I came to agree with De Toequeville soon after
my immigration to America in 1844 I have
been covfirmed in it by an experience of foriy-
threo years and a dozen visits to Europe
Roman Catholic coutitries and in Russia there
is more outward show, in Protestant countries
moreinward substance, of religion. The United
States equal and even surpass most Christian
countries in religious energy ahd aectivity of
every kind. The rapid multiplication of
churches, Sunday-schools, Young Men’s Chris-
tian Associatione, religious and charitable insti-
tutions all over the country, of voluntary eon-
tributions, without any aid from the govern-
ment, bas no parallel in history., Nowhere are
churehes bettor attended, the 's Day strietly
observed, the Bible more revered and studied,
the clerical profession more res than in
North Ameriea. There are three institutions
which belong to both church and State, and
must be maintained and regulated by both.
These are monogamy in marriage, the weekly
day of restand the public school. :

e
Qualified for a Missionary.
London Truth.

Aecording to the Baptist, an offer was recently
received from a married man who wished to en-
gage in mission work. This tleman has »
“small family of fourteen,” and he expressed his
willingness to proceed to China and.to leave his
family behind him, ‘‘for a large family he found
a great bindrance ‘o grace.” A family of four-
teen is = hindranee to a good many other things
besides grace. The cheerfulness with which
this man proposed to turn his back on his wife
and children is an elogquent commentary om his
fitness 10 preach the gospel to the heathen.

— s e

Religtons Notes.

Judge: Time—middle of a long sermon—El-
sle (in a loud whisper)—0 mother dear, do give

“them the penny now and let’s go!

The Southern Christian Advocale makes a

g;od point when it says: ‘‘Men are to be saved

‘the foolishness of preaching,’sad not by the
preaching of foolishness.”

The religions press has nos ceased analysing
the eharacter and influence of Matthew Arnold.
The Churchman says: ‘‘He wentto his e
boodawinked with a sort of spiritual myopia.”

C. H. 8pu : We are in hot haste to set
the world t and to order all affairs. The
Lord hath the leisure of conscious power and
userring wisdom, and it will be for us to
learn to wait

To do good, in its best and highest sense, it is
necessary to be good. Baing is the bess of do-

| ing, so far as the good of the world is coneerned,

and it is greater philanthropy to be pure than to
be generous if impure.

In Paris there will be an exhibition next year,
in which it is intended to illustrate all the relig-
ions of the earth, past and present. Idois,
manuseripts and all tangible symbols of relig-
jons will be shown in a museum building which
will be erected at a cost of $200,000.

Presb n Observer: He who would see
elearly divioe things must maiotain a pure heart
and s willing, teachable miod. He must come
into the school of Christ with the disciple's gen-
tle and doecile spirit. He must do in order to
koow. Experience comes by way of spiritual
renovation. Grace opens the eyesight to won-
derful discoveries of sruth, love and glory.

Humility is the gronnd of every virtue; for it
makes us teachable and obedient, patient and
' “Though ke were a son, yet learned
the things which he suffered.”
He who descends himself from a high station to
take upon himself the form of a servant digni-
fles the humble office he assumes, and makes the
law and the duties of the office honorable; stim-
ulates all to exertion, and renders the slothfnl
and proud inexcusable With what force from
such a one most the words come: “If I thea,
lord and master, have washed your f
ougbt to wash one another’s feet. For

: We become ascustomed
on the human side of religious processes
S atiier Shriss ool @b Sod masins b
t an to
almost out of eous:;tion. We seem
think that nature bas certain tendencies and
wa, and everything muest go in these natural
We know that even she human will
can in an iostant, and does in ten thousand
sases, go contrary to the tendency and nature
of things. Yet we forget that God is an infinite
will above all the laws and tendency of
Christ can turn all the forces of nature at
whither He will. No mysticism in that.
opporiunity is to form a oueness with
:?nuwill pntuo?:- t::d forever on His
ngs. That strategic point
successful Christian life.
Zanzibar correspondents announce the death
at the end of Mareh, near sbe Vietoria N
Bishop Parker and the Rev. Jossph
& MIssioDAry og him.
ic the Unyore country, to
Albert Nyanza, Dr.
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HUMOR OF THE DAlY.
_ S
~ The Faryman Tired.
Philadelphia Call,

Visitor—I should think that the proprietor
would have more consideration for the feelings

of his editors thaa to come in and tear around

like that
That's the base-ball reporter.

A Majority st All Hazards.
Burlington Free Press. e
Wire-puller—Well, Spilkins, I trust we
shall mive you a hsndsome majority when the
.'Islﬂlkiu—l :ﬂ“t if its as lnﬂyu .
on't eare
brush fence, 8o long as it a .

Not ll." Out of the Water:
“Thess fis " re-
marked the mhi'ni?t{r.d::o !:-E."wdmh:'m
day dinner with the family, “are deliclously
fresh. I am enjoying them very much.”
**They ought to be fresh, volunteered Bobby,
who was also enjoyingthem. “Pa caught ‘em
only this morning.

Acqualnted with Grief.
Somerville Journal.

*“You don’s serm atall cast down by the
length of the sentence the judge has given yoo,"
said a sympathetic bystander to tha sad-eyed
German who had just been coodemned to twen

years‘of servitude in the State nrison. :

**Ne,” replied the prisoner wearily, *‘I do nof
st all it mind. 1 bave thirteen years tha proof-
reader on a German newspaper been.”

-

His Conscieace Satisfled.
Baltimore American. ]

Mr. Heopessy is a devout Catholie. On a re
cent fast day he walked iuto the New York
Press Club at noon, and taking his seat, asked
W bave 5o Gap today, Mr. Hounessy,” said

‘¥We have no v, X
the waiter; ‘‘only roast beef and lamb.” /

““Then bring me some lamb,” said Mr. Hennes

sy, "but God knowa I asked for fish.”

i —
Tell the Truth.
Washington Critie.
J.:Fi'te—-m.t time did you get in last night,
n
Husband—=Two o'clock, my dear.
Wife—Where were you, Jobn!
Husband—At work at the office, my dear.
Wife—That's mght, John, never iell alie
(To the servant)—A\ary, take Mr. Brown's shoes
off the mantelpiece, and get his pight-key eut of
the clock and put it in bis pocket.
——r—
A Littie Previous.
Binghamton Eepublican.

A couple from across the border came %o the
¢ity yesterday and sto at one of the best
hotels. The young iady was plainly bat neatly
dressed, and was & handsome brunetta. The
young man stepped up to the clerk, atter having
escorted the lady to the parior, and asked where
he could find a minister, as he wanted to get
“gpliced” Upon belag igformed, the clerk
banded him the pen to register.

“]I don’t want to register now,” said the
mao; wait until after we got married,
can write it Mg, and Mrs, ——\"

“Tnat don't make any difference.” said the
clerk, ‘‘as long as you are going to get married '

The youthful swsain stepped up to the desk,
took the pen, looked it over earefully snd thes
at the register. His face grew red, and be hesh
tatingly inseribed, “Joseph Link” upon ove
and upon she next, “Mrs. Loita Liak, sl
Scranton.”

n .
“] wonder what she would say if she kvew i¢*
he said, in an awe-struck voice, and then burried

on in search of & clergyman. The inscription
was soon legalized.

—
The Contents of a Woman's Hand-Bag.

KNew York Graphic.

“What do you carry in that hand-bag? sald
the big man to the business woman, tlog to

the little black hand-bag thas is her
oo fon.
" said she; and then asbe took

'Y ‘h“
out two handkerchiefs, one for use and one for
ubo:. :' M—wne:lob with the ot htohn.“ Y
stie gum, © L] ; & la
chewed; George Wﬂlil:.dé‘fﬁ'l dﬂoﬂn
Matthew Arsold's death, eut out of Harper's
Weekly; three keys, that don't fitan in

; ona Jatch key, that does fit: a Bond-
street library card, tbhree Daly Theater seat
coupons, a tiny box of face powder, three cap-
sules of quinine, five visting cards, ceven leot-
tors, five of them from one man; spripeg suits
eut out of the Sunday paper, a season tick
the American Art Association’s prize exhibition,

letter to her wother, three rubbe:

three-cent piece and a postage stam
g
Summer Colors.
New York Fashion Basar,

is still quite popular. It is pre-
ferred to all the delicate shades for publie
enading. FPale gray is also favored; all
shades of gray are in good demani Old-time
ashes of roses aud similar shades of piakish
drab are worn for dress and semi-dress ooca-
sions. Eeru and woodjeolors, tan, light browas,
and all medium, eool and grayish tonos are pre-
ferred to those that are moere pronounced. o

many inquiries have been made about the shader
called Gobelin thatit may be as well to state
that they comprebend all duoll. faded tinis
Gobelin is not necessariiy blue any more thae
Suede is necessarily tan color, slthongh some
aathonties a to have in some way arrived
at this conclosion. What are known as Gobelia
shades are taken from oid tapestry of that name,
and may desiguate either red, green, gray or
blue, or indeed any of the tinte of that material.
are exceptionally beautiful and soft, bav

iog the faded, meliow, biended appearance that
is 10 & great extent the sizn of valpe in these
urm Suede is by con undressed kid
or, which may be anv shade white to
black. The folly, therefore, of so desigoating
ecolors must be evidens to every person of in-
telligence. Black, is as usual, prominent, es-
Indeed, it is

EALY Povbohis (0ot 1t il 19 B0 Heus AEEOHINE
twm most
ddl’orl“mfum'm!ns long time
come The best taste commends i, and tbo




